We've carried in our tree,
And here and there have bought
Till all the boughs are gay,
And she may look from the bed
On pretty things that may
Please a fantastic head*
Give her a little grace,
What if a laughing eye
Have looked into your face?
It is about to die*
EGO DOMINUS TUUS
Hie. On the grey sand beside the shallow stream
Under your old wind-beaten tower, where still
A lamp burns on beside the open book
That Michael Robartcs left, you walk in the moon
And though you have passed the best of life still
trace,
Enthralled by the unconquerable delusion,
Magical shapes*
llle.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         By the help of an image
I call to my own opposite, summon all
That I have handled least, least looked upon.
Hie. And I would find myself and not an image.
Ille. That is our modern hope and by its light
We have lit upon the gentle, sensitive mind
And lost the old nonchalance of the hand;
Whether we have chosen chisel, pen or brush,
We are but critics, or but half create,
Timid, entangled, empty and abashed,
Lacking the countenance of our friends,
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